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imperfect knowledge. . . . Indefinable impression of being "on tour"
and of playing, in makeshift sets, with cardboard daggers.
Met Valery the eve of my departure for Le Tertre; that is, Saturday,
the last day of July (?). In the back of the N.R.F. shop he was auto-
graphing some copies of the reprint of Teste.*2 He took me by the arm
and accompanied me to the corner of the rue de Bellechasse and the
boulevard Saint-Germain. We even walked up and down in front of
the Ministry of War until the stroke of twelve thirty reminded him
that he was expected for lunch. More intelligent, more charming, more
affectionate than ever. Yet I leave that meeting rather depressed, as
from almost all other meetings with Valery. But this time it is not so
much feeling an intelligence so incomparably superior to mine attach
no value to the commodities I can supply, accept only the coin of
which I am most bereft; no, it was not that frightful feeling of insol-
vency (which used to drive me to despair), but a much more subtle
feeling, a close relative of the one I tried to note yesterday. Valery, on
the contrary, is closely attached to life. He relates to me his conversa-
tions with Marshals Foch and Petain; he always says exactly what is
appropriate to say, which is always a bit more and a bit different from
what one expects. He tells of Barthou's petty intrigues to take away
from him the speech of welcome for Petain, which Valery is to pro-
nounce, but which Barthou would be glad to pronounce in his place
"if it just happened that it bored you or that you felt tired."33 He is
playing his life like a game of chess that it is important to win, and as
he writes his poems, placing just the right word, as one moves up a
pawn, in just the right place. He has managed his life so well that mine,
in comparison, seems to me but a sorry succession of blunders. I re-
member that, still quite young, Val6ry said to me: "If I wanted to be
rich, it would be in order to be able, always and in any society or cir-
cumstance whatever, to wear the appropriate costume. . . ."
I show him the letter I have just written to Poincare, in gratitude
for his very kind letter thanking me for my Voyage au Congo. I just
happened to be on my way to take the letter to the hospital in rue de
la Chaise, where Poincare has just been operated on; I therefore take it
32  The famous Soiree avec M. Teste (An Evening with M, Teste) ap-
peared first in 1896 and, with the addition of seven other brief essays on
the same subject, eventually became simply Monsieur Teste. The N.R.F.
publishing house maintains a bookshop on the boulevard Raspail.
33  When a new member is received into the French Academy he must
make a formal speech, which is traditionally devoted to the career of the
Immortal he is replacing; in reply to this an older member makes a speech
of welcome in which he treats the career of the new member*